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hands, were standing talking by the side of an open
grave, and single soldiers were dotted about all over
the cemetery.

" Major Gordon, who had borrowed a spade, asked me
if I would help him by holding the cross upright, which I
was only too glad to do till we had finished.

" All the time I was standing in the high wet grass I
thought of the Lansdownes and my heart went out to
them.

" Suddenly a fusillade of guns burst upon our ears.
It seemed as if some of the shells might hit us at any
moment, they were so near and loud. Aeroplanes circled
over our heads, and every soldier in the cemetery put
on his cap and rushed away.

" An excited Belgian officer, with a few other men,
ran up to me and, pointing to a high mound, said would
I not like to see the German guns, as one could only die
once.

" As Major Gordon had left me to go to a further
cemetery, I was glad enough to accompany them.

" Frightfully excited and almost deafened by the
Crack ! Crack!! Crack!!! Boom !! Boom ! !! I tore
up to the top of the hill with the officer holding my elbow.

" Had it not been for a faint haze over the landscape I
could have seen everything distinctly. Thin white lines
of smoke, like poplars in a row, stood out against the
horizon, and I saw the flash of every German gun. My
companion said that if the shells had been coming our
way they would have gone over our heads ; the German
troops, he explained, .mist have come on unknown to
them in the night, ? ad he added he did not think that
either the Belgians, the British, or the French knew at all
what they were up to.

" A French officer, looking furious, arrived panting
up the hill and coming up to me said I was to go down
and remain under the shelter of the Hospital walls im-
mediately. Two Belgian soldiers who had joined us